INEW  FULL  COB 
I  ART  BOOKS! 


the  nsbusngnEO 


FRANK  HERBERT 


I  AMBERSTAR:  Epic  Adventure  EMPIRE:  Delany  and  Chaykin  NEVER  WHERE:  Incredibly  col-  DUNE:  Adventure  on  the  incred- 

I  written  and  illustrated  by  Bruce  write  and  illustrate  this  gal-  orful  Corben  strikes  in  this  ible  desert  planet  of  Dune  written  by 

1  Jones!  A  huge,  full  color  12"x9"  axy  spanning  adventure  in  lull  full  color,  illustrated  9'x12"  Frank  Herbert,  illustrated  '  '  L 

|  softcoverbook!  #21400/557.95  color!  #21347/59.95  paperback!  #21321/57.95  Schoenherr! 
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To  order  any  of  these  items,  please  see  last 
convenient  RUSH  ORDER  I 


THE  MAGIC  GOES  AWAY:  A  CORBEN’S  ODD  COMIC  WORLD 
science  fantasy  novel  as  only  Story  after  story  in  juicy  black 
Larry  Niven  can  do  it!  Art  by  and  white  as  only  Corben  can  do 
Esteban  Maroto!  #21334/54.95  it!  Sof (cover!  #21313/53.98 


SPACE  WARS:  Galactic  worlds  are  ESCHATUS:  Nostradamus'  incredible 
illustrated  in  full  color  on  highest  prophecies  of  the  end  of  the  world  are 
quality  glossy  stock!  Foreword  by  presented  in  brilliant  oversized  paint- 
Chris  Foss.  Hardcover!  #21416/55.98  ings  in  full  color!  *21318/58.95 


ASSHOLE  6 

There  I  was,  stranded  on  the  edge 
of  creation  without  a  damn  thing 
to  show  for  my  miserable  little  life 
except  a  bothersome  buzz  bet¬ 
ween  my  legs!  Maybe  I’d  find 
some  sort  of  relief  even  here! 


MAD  AMY  17 

She  wasn’t  called  Mad  Amy  for 
nothing!  She  wasn’t  just  the  most 
enthusiastic  robot  masher  on 
Earth!  She  was  also  the  most 
beautiful  female  left  on  this 
syphilitic,  nuked-out  planet! 


GHITA  33 

Ghita  is  loose  again!  The  luscious 
mystic  goddess  is  bored  with  the 
golden  life  of  Alizarr!  She  wants  to 
run  off  and  get  off  on  a  whole  new 
set  of  adventures  in  Antedelu- 
vian  lands  before  history  began! 


KID  RUST  51 

Even  now  the  boxing  ring  is  the 
stage  upon  which  the  greatest 
spectacles  in  all  sports  are 
played  out!  But  now,  man  made 
men  are  challenging  beings  of 
flesh  and  blood.  And  the  winner? 


CEREBRATION  59 

T.U.T.  had  spoken  and  all  Earth 
was  agog!  Every  radar  dish  eager¬ 
ly  scanned  the  sky  to  learn  what 
the  aliens  wanted.  And  when  the 
scientific  brains  figured  that  one 
out,  they  couldn’t  figure  out  why! 
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MAN  IS  GOD  63 

God,  isn’t  the  universe  beautiful? 
There  is  nothing  so  pretty  as  the 
star  studded  void  that  my  ship  is 
rocketing  through!  But  good  God, 
what’s  that?  It  looks  like  the  big¬ 
gest  goddamned  toilet  in  creation! 


CONCERNING  OUR  MAIL  ORDER  ADVERTISEMENTS:  Warren  Publishing  guar¬ 
antees  our  merchandise  will  be  replaced  if  not  received  in  satisfactory  condition.  Should 
you  need  to  write  us  concerning  an  order,  whether  it  be  from  our  address  or  a  Post  Office 
address,  send  your  letter  to:  E.C.  Ives,  Customer  Service  Dept.,  Warren  Publishing  Co 
145  E.  32nd  Street,  New  York,  N.Y.  10016. 


STOP  RAIDING 
WARREN  SLUSHPILE! 

I  can’t  tell  you  how  disap¬ 
pointed  I  was  with  1994  #16. 
There  were  seven  stories  in 
the  issue,  more  than  is  usually 
featured  in  the  magazine.  Yet, 
each  of  the  seven  stories  was 
blandly  mediocre. 

Because  of  their  length,  there 
was  no  room  for  any  of  the 
plotlines  to  be  fleshed  out,  as  they 
are  in  usual  issues  of  1994.  With 
these  short,  seven  and  eight-page 
vignettes,  1994  readers  were 
given  little  more  than  superficial 
CREEPY  magazine  type  stories, 
with  dirty  words  thrown  in  to  ap¬ 
pease  the  more  puerile  reader. 

I  can’t  understand  why  the  quali¬ 
ty  of  1994’«  scripts  seems  to  have 
disintegrated  in  the  last  few  mon¬ 
ths.  Many  of  the  stories  look  as 
though  they  were  originally 
scheduled  for  Warren’s  horror 
magazines.  The  science  fiction 
aspect  continues  to  be  1950’s 
cliche,  while  the  sexual  slant  is  vir¬ 
tually  non-existent. 

I  hope  that  1994  stops  raiding 
the  CREEPY/EERIE  slushpile  and 
reverts  to  its  former  titillating, 
thought-provoking  glory... and 
soon!  I  stopped  reading  kiddie 
science  fiction  years  ago.  I’m  not 
about  to  revert  back  to  the  shit 
now! 

JAMES  POLK 
Lake  Wales,  Fla. 

ABEL  LAXAMANA: 
NEW  STAR  OF  1994! 

Warren’s  1994  magazine  has 
always  been  the  best  illustrated  of  his 
five  comic  titles.  With  the  talented 
contributions  of  Rich  Corben, 
Esteban  Maroto,  Alex  Nino  and 
Frank  Thorne,  how  can  you  go 
wrong? 

But  in  1994  #16,  something  did  in¬ 
deed  go  wrong!  The  art  throughout 
the  entire  issue,  was  nowhere  near 
its  former  stellar  quality.  There  was 
no  Corben,  Maroto,  Thorne,  or  any 
other  artist  of  value  for  that  matter. 
And  the  two  contributions  by  Alex 
Nino  were  so  horrendous,  I  don’t 
know  how  the  man  dared  put  his 
name  on  them! 

Even  Rudy  Nebres,  who  has  turn¬ 
ed  in  such  excellent  efforts  on  “The 
Starfire  Saga”  to  date,  seems  to  be 
rushing  his  work  and  destroying  the 
quality  that’s  usually  found  in  his 
art.  The  only  artist  who  seems  to  be 
trying  at  all,  is  Abel  Laxamana.  And 
it’s  a  sad  day  indeed  when  a  seqond 
string  talent  like  Laxamana  out¬ 
shines  Warren’s  big  gun  artists! 

GEORGE  AMITE 
Elk  Creek,  Missouri 


ATROCIOUS? 

The  sixteenth  issue  of  1994 
features  some  of  the  best  art  I’ve  seen 
in  a  long  time.  Unfortunately;  some 
of  the  worst  art  I’ve  seen  in  awhile  is 
featured  within  the  very  same 
magazine! 

The  best  art  in  1994  is  to  be  found 
in  the  story  ‘  ‘Dog  Star,  ’  ’  illustrated  by 
Delando  Nino.  The  (I  assume) 
younger  Nino  is  following  nicely  in 
his  brother’s  footsteps  as  one  of  the 
premier  Philippine  comic il¬ 
lustrators.  Delando’ s  illustration  is 
fresh,  imaginative  and  easy  on  the 
eyes!  He  also  tells  a  dramatic,  convin¬ 
cing  story! 

On  the  other  hand,  brother  Alex 
seems  to  be  in  a  slump  this  month.  Of 
the  two  stories  illustrated  by  the 
more  experienced  Nino  this  issue, 
both  are  rendered  in  that  god-awful 
simplistic  cartoon  style  he  reserves 
for  his  more  humorous  efforts.  Un¬ 
fortunately,  there  is  nothing  what¬ 
soever  humorous  about  the  art.  It’s 
just  plain  bad! 

Yet,  perhaps  the  fault  is  not  with 
Nino  himself,  but  with  the  editors 
who  are  overworking  the  man. 
Perhaps  if  Nino  had  less  to  do,  he 
wouldn’t  have  to  create  such  artistic 
atrocities  trying  to  chum  out  a  heavy 
volume  of  work. 

ES  LANDER 
Gardnerville,  Nev. 
Those  readers  who  were  less  than  en¬ 
thusiastic  about  Alex’s  rendering  on 
“Sci-fi  Writer”  and  “Fruit  of  the 
Grape,”  should  find  this  issue’s  Nino 
offering  more  to  their  liking. 
“Asshole  of  the  Universe”  features 
art  by  the  master  at  his  best! 

Jesus!  Alex  Nino  is  becoming  the 
biggest  hack  artist  in  comics!  Get  rid 
of  him  and  assign  more  stories  to  his 
brother  Delando. 

WEBSTER  NUKOLLS 
Milford,  N.H. 


1994  REPRINTS: 
COMING  SOON! 

Unlike  the  other  Warren 
magazines,  which  have  inundated 
their  readership  with  issue  upon 
issue  of  reprints  in  the  past  year, 
1994  has  been  a  little  more  conser¬ 
vative.  We  haven’t  seen  so  much  as 
one  reprinted  story  in  the  past  two 
and  a  half  years  of  the  magazine’s  ex¬ 
istence. 

Since  I  know  this  isn’t  a  record  that 
can  last  long,  might  I  suggest  that  if 
any  1994  reprint  issues  are  schedul¬ 
ed  in  the  near  future,  that  Warren  at 
least  make  the  reprints  bearable  by 
going  back  to  press  with  an  issue 
devoted  in  its  entirety  to  the  lustrous 
art  of  Alex  Nino,  Rudy  Nebres,  or 
Richard  Corben? 

Issues  which  spotlight  the  art  of 
one  exceptional  artist  tend  to  be  more 
bearable  than  those  which  merely 
throw  together  a  bunch  of  oldie  but 
moldy,  disjointed  stories! 

Of  those  many  reprinted  Warren 
magazines  to  appear  in  1980, 1  have 
only  purchased  two:  an  issue  of 
CREEPY  which  highlighted  a  collec¬ 
tion  of  qtories  rendered  by  the 
fabulous  John  Severin,  and  an  issue 
of  VAMPIRELLA  which  reprinted 
five  stories  by  the  highly  illustrative 
Jose  Gonzalez. 

Since  I,  as  do  so  many  of  your  other 
regular  readers,  have  all  sixteen 
issues  of  1984/1994,  there  would  be 
no  earthly  reason  why  we  would 
want  another  issue  of  the  magazine 
that  only  contains  material  we 
already  have  in  our  collections. 
However,  if  that  reprint  issue 
showcased  the  art  of  Nino,  Nebres  or 
Corben... it  would  be  more  exciting 
than  one  of  Ballantine's  successful 
Art  of  Frank  Frazetta  paperbacks. 

SUZE  MENARD 
Champaign,  El. 

LET  COMICS  MOGUL 
FIND  HIS  OWN  ART! 

I  was  just  reading  a  fan  publication 
which  quoted  Len  Mogul,  the 
publisher  of  1994’s  rival  publication 
Heavy  Metal.  On  the  one  hand, 
you’ve  got  to  hand  it  to  the  ballsy 
mogul  of  that  other  comics  publica¬ 
tion.  He's  told  everyone  how  much  he 
enjoys  the  art  of  many  of  1994’s  ar¬ 
tists.  He’s  also  boasted  that  he  plans 
to  use  those  same  artists  in  coming 
issues  of  his  publication,  in  par¬ 
ticular,  1994’s  most  recent 
discovery,  Carlos  Gimenez. 

All  I  can  say  is,  the  man’s  got  a  lot 
of  chutzpah!  Instead  of  raiding  the 
talent  of  a  competing  publisher,  why 
doesn’t  Mr.  Mogul  get  off  his  smug 
ass,  and  unearth  his  own  artists? 

CARY  ELKONE 
Newport,  N.H. 


RIMJOBBE,  ELLISON 
ONE  AND  THE  SAME? 

You  want  to  know  what  was  really 
wrong  with  the  stories  “Sci-fi 
Writer”  and  “Fruit  of  the  Grape?”  It 
wasn’t  Alex  Nino’s  art,  which  is  so 
heinous  as  to  be  beneath  criticism. 
The  fault  lay  wholly  with  the  author 
of  both  scripts,  Kevin  Duane. 

I’ve  been  watching  Duane’s  bud¬ 
ding  career  as  a  Warren  scriptwriter 
for  almost  a  year  now.  In  that  time, 
he  has  admittedly  come  up  with  some 
interesting  story  concepts.  But  he 
has  never  once  found  the  proper 
storyline- with  which  to  display  those 
concepts. 

Take  for  example  the  two  stories  in 
question.  The  premise  of  “Sci-fi 
Writer”  is  one  which  certainly 
deserves  attention;  that  being  the  in¬ 
tolerable,  egomaniacal  manner  in 
which  so-called  professional  science 
fiction  writers  conduct  themselves  in 
public. 

Duane’s  diminutive  protagonist, 
Penrose  W.  Rimmjobbe,  is  obviously 
supposed  to  be  the  fictitious  counter¬ 
part  of  diminutive  science  fiction 
author  Harlan  Ellison.  I’ve  had  the 
unforgettable  experience  of  atten¬ 
ding  two  conventions  at  which  the 
acrimonious  Ellison  was  a  featured 
guest.  Just  as  did  Rimmjobbe  in 
Duane’s  story,  he  proved  himself  to 
be  a  caustic,  over  sexed,  money- 
hungry  aSshole.  Yet,  the  similarity 
between  the  real  and  the  fictitious 
Ellison  in  Duane’s  story,  is  purely 
superficial. 

Had  Duane  satirized  Ellison’s 
mercenary  side  a  bit  more,  or  lam¬ 
pooned  his  laughable,  incessant 
feuding  with  everybody  and  his 
publisher,  or  even  squibbed  the 
ludicrous,  almost  pathetic  manner  in 
which  he  tries  to  score  with  young 
girls  at  a  convention,  then  we  would 
have  had  a  good,  biting  commentary 
on  an  actual  sci-fi  writer. 

As  is,  however,  the  story  is  little 
more  than  a  cartoon  character  chase 
with  slight  believability.  As  I  said,  a 
good  idea. .  .but  it  misses  the  mark  by 
a  country  mile. 

Duane’s  second  story  rendered  by 
Nino,  “Fruit  of  the  Grape,”  suffers 
from  the  same  problem.  Picture 
Duane’s  premise:  a  time  machine 
that  can  actually  age  objects.  Good 
idea!  Maybe  not  the  most  original, 
but  certainly  interesting  enough  for 
a  short  comics  feature.  And  what 
does  he  do  with  it?  He  invents  a  no¬ 
action,  tiresomely  dialogued  story 
about  a  little  trivialist  named  Rudy 
Merwyn  who  ages  wine,  goes  to 
court,  indulges  in  a  ho-hum  lawsuit 
and  in  short  does  nothing 
suspenseful,  action-packed  or  ' 
that  matter,  even  remotely  in¬ 
teresting!  The  story  was,  in  fact, 
tedir  ’sly  boring. 

A  i  it’s  obvious  that’s  exactly  how 
Nino  felt  about  both  scripts  when  he 
was  given  them  to  illustrate. 

STEVE  STEARN 
Los  Angeles,  Calif. 

SEND  COMMENTS  TO:  1994, 


BRING  BACK  84  s 
ORIGINAL  CORNHOLE! 


When  I  picked  up  1994  #16,  the 
magazine  fell  open  to  a  very  strange 
little  feature  in  the  center  of  the  book. 
A  story  entitled  “Agony!” 

One  glance  at  the  art  and  I  scream¬ 
ed  for  joy,  immediately  sensing  that 
the  magazine  falling  open  to  where  it 
had,  was  an  omen.  The  art  looked  ex¬ 
actly  like  that  which  1984/1 994’ s 
first  editor.  Bill  DuBay  has  been 
rendering  for  Cracked  magazine 
since  he  left  the  editorial  helm  of 
Warren  Publishing. 

I  just  knew  that  Dube  had  at  long 
last  returned  to  the  Warren  fold.  I 
can’t  think  of  a  more  propitious 
development  for  the  Warren- 
magazines.  Perhaps  Dube  will  end 
the  drift  towards  lower  quality. 

Even  while  he  was  editor  of  1994, 1 
was  one  of  the  few  who  knew  of  and 
was  a  fan  of  Dube’s  beautiful  cartoon 
art.  I  followed  his  work  religiously  in 
Crazy  magazine,  and  could  never 
understand  why  he  refused  to 
employ  his  own  artistic  talents  in  Jim 
Warren’s  magazines.  Perhaps  he  felt 
that  his  humorous  style  of  illustra¬ 
tion  would  be  out  of  place  in  the 
realistically-rendered  Warren 
publications. 

If  that’s  the  case,  then  he  couldn’t 
have  been  more  wrong!  For, 
Gimenez’s  art  in  1994  #16  was  ,the 
standout  of  the  issue.  And  if  I  confus¬ 
ed  it  with  Dube’s  work,  that  means 
there  are  at  least  two  really  excellent 
cartoonists  who  should  be  showcas¬ 
ed  in  every  issue  of  1994. 

Any  chance  of  luring  Dube  back  to 
the  Warren  team? 

KEITH  PROSSER 
Wenatchee,  Wash. 

Though  his  name  hasn’t  been  seen  in 
the  Warren  magazines  too  frequent¬ 
ly  in  recent  months,  Keith,  Dube  is 
still  very  much  a  part  of  the  Warren 
team.  His  studio.  The  Cartoon  Fac¬ 
tory  handles  all  of  the  production 
work  on  several  of  Warren’s 
magazines. 


BIG  GOVERNMENT 
SOURCE  OF  ALL  WOES! 

I  enjoy  1994,  despite  its  often 
pessimistic  prophesies  of  our 
planet’s  future,  because,  occasional¬ 
ly,  it  actually  has  something 
noteworthy  to  say. 

Take  John  Ellis  Seeh’s  story,  “The 
Day  After  Doomsday,”  for  example. 
The  setting,  an  Earth  ravaged  by 
fossil  fuels  and  uncontrolled 
technology,  has  become  a  science  fic¬ 
tion  cliche.  Further,  as  I  read  the 
text,  I  couldn’t  understand  if  Sech 
was  taking  an  anti  or  pro-nuclear 
power  stance  or  if  he  was  lobbying 
for  or  against  solar  energy. 

It  wasn’t  until  the  conclusion  of  the 
story,  that  I  realized  what  Sech  was 
really  doing  was  writing  an  anti-big 
government  story.  As  he  aptly 
pointed  out,  the  source  of  virtually  all 
present  day  woes  is  the  two-headed 
white  elephant  we  call  our  govern  - 
ment. 

Sech’s  story  was  subtle  in  its 
delivery,  but  its  message  was  clear. 
Maybe  more  stories  like  this  will 
educate  the  small  percentage  of  the 
population  who  reads  the  Warren 
magazines,  and  they  won’t  live  their 
lives  as  blindly  as  their  parents  have, 
believing  that  government  is  our 
friend... when  in  actuality,  we  have 
never  had  a  greater  enemy! 

CILLA  PENDER 
Raeford,  N.C. 

I  was  appalled  when  I  saw  the  price 
of  the  newest  issue  of  1994:  $1.95. 
How  utterly  outrageous! 

I  know  that  a  lot  of  readers  will  be 
writing  to  complain  about  this 
atrocious  increase  (by  almost  ten  per¬ 
cent)  in  price.  I  just  wanted  to  add  my 
voice  to  those  to  which  Jim  Warren 
will  be  turning  a  deaf  ear. 

Such  a  price  rise  wouldn’t  be  so  bad 
if  1994  readers  were  given  a  ten  per- 
cent  increase  in  the  amount  of 
readable  material  within  the 
magazine.  Instead  we’re  treated  to 
more,  repetitious  advertising.  It  is  an 
insult  to  both  my  intelligence  and  my 
pocket  book,  and  I  for  one  refuse  to 
buy  any  Warren  magazine  until  the 
cover  price  is  lowered  to  its  former 
(which  I  even  considered  too  high) 
$1.75. 

FRANCES  GOLDEN 
New  York,  N.Y. 

We  didn’t  want  to  raise  the  price  of 
1994,  Frances,  any  more  than  you 
want  to  pay  it.  But  the  increases  in 
paper,  printing,  art  and  story  costs 
over  the  past  year  have  far  outstrip¬ 
ped  the  nation’s  spiraling  rate  of  in¬ 
flation. 

Please  don’t  protest  by  picketing  our 
magaines.  Picket  Washington  in¬ 
stead.  We  are  a  small  publishing  con¬ 
cern  struggling  to  survive.  Uncle 
Sam  is  the  big  publisher  who  is  prin¬ 
ting  the  billions  of  inflationary 
dollars  which  fuel  inflation,  virtually 
making  your  money  worth  less 
and  worth  less! 


WARREN  PUBLISHING,  145  E.  32nd  Street,  N.Y.,  N.Y.  10016 


Think  about  this;  The  universe, 
contrary  to  every!  lie,  every 
cliche  that’s  ever  been 
fabricated  about  it,  is  not 
limitless!  It  is  a  living,  cori- 
tinually  growing  entity!  But  it  is, 
finite!  Very  definitely 
finite.., with  a  clear  beginning 
arid  an  unmistakable  end! 


I  know,  because  I  was 
sent  to  find  the  outer 
limits  of  creation... the 
end  of  tti<'  universe!  And 
when  I  ran  into  it  at  12 
x  light  speed,  my  ship 
disintigrated  into  nas¬ 
ty  white  nothingness  . 


...and  1  was 
left  dangling 
there,  hang- 


eternity! 


My  initial  reaction  a 
countering  the  peroi 
point  of  all  creation, 
think,  one  of  awe! 


Awe  at  being  alive!  But  more 
than  that . .  .fucking  blown  away 
by  the  sudden  realization  that 
everything  around  me. ..was 
also  alive! 


Author; WELL  RICHARDSON/mustrator:ALEX  NINO 


'•  Asul  I  crawled  with 
the  tide,  awed  by  the 
beatify  i  lie  miracle 

of  creation! 


. .  .and  molecules  of 
nothingness  took  on 
the  mat  erial 
substance  of  new 
worlds... new  life 
forms... of  matter  be¬ 
ing  birthed  from  the 
sterility  of  emp¬ 
tiness! 


I  held  on  for  dear  life 
as  new  matter  pulsed 
and  rippled  beneath 
'  my  feet! 


Maybe  alive  isn’t  the 
right  word!  For  lack  of 
a  better  description, 
everything  around  me 
pulsed  with  vibrant, 
living  energy! 


moment  by 


I  watched  in  awe  as  the 
edges  of  the  white  void, 
where  it  caressed  the 
universe,  swirled  and 
thrummed  with  raw, 
overwhelming 


undulating 


ire  of  creatior 
bland,  white 
hingness  the 


being  transformed  into 
solid,  palpitating  matter! 


Until... I  crawled  too 
far... ahead  of 
and  through  the 
life-giving 

womb... and  found  . 
myself  on  the  far 
side  of  creation... a 
place  where  I  did 
not..  . could  not  exist 
and  therefore, 
simply  ceased  to  be! 


If  this  were 

dom  expan¬ 
sion  of  the 
universe 
...the  Big 
Bang 
Theory  in 
all  its 
mindless 
glory,  I 
would  have 
been  dead 
the  moment 
I  stepped 
into  the 
white  void! 


Eventually,  the 
womb,  the  life-  .. 
giving,  matter- 
creating  wave  of  liv¬ 
ing  energy  caught 
up  to  me!  And,  as 
slowly  as  my  body 
had  evaporated  into 
non-existence,  I 
found  myself  reform¬ 
ing.  . .  becoming  all 
that  I  had  been! 


It  occurred  to 
me  that 
some.. .some  . 
supreme,  all¬ 
knowing, 
universal  in¬ 
telligence  was 
making  all  this 
happen! 


I  hadn’t  realized  it 
before,  because  the  sur¬ 
vival  systems  in  my 
ship  had  kept  me  doped 
up  and  numb!  But  1 
needed  a  woman!  I  need¬ 
ed  her  softness... her 
touch!  God.  I  needed 
everything  about  her! 


The  unanswered 
0  question  swirled  in 
my  head!  And 
then,  I  noticed  the 
girl!  And  all  at 
v  once,  I  had  my 
•  answer! 


Again.  I  was  over 
whelmed  with 
wonder!  I  sat  for  a 
moment  to  reflect 
on  what  had  hap¬ 
pened.  . .  while 
newly-birthed  mat¬ 
ter  gently  un¬ 
dulated  beneath 


Yet,  I  was. 

recreated 

...unharmed 

...exactly 
as  I  had 
been!  Could 
some 

supremely 

benevolent 

intelligence 

be.watching 


What  else 
could  it  be? 
Life... and 
matter,  for- 
that  matter. 


And  when  she  came  to 
me,  I  knew  there  was 
someone. . .  something 
out  there!  And  he  or  it 
wanted  me  to  be  happy! 


It  had  been. ..I  don't 
know  how  long 
since  I'd  seen  a 
woman!  It  seemed 
like  an  eternity 
since  I’d  left  Earth- 
basei'In  a  way,  it 


simply 


random! 


happy! 


I  don't  believe  in  god!  If  there 
ever  was  any  such  person,  he 
would  never  have  put  up  with  all 
the  shit  that's  gone  down  in  his 
universe!  Shit  like  greed,  pain, 
starvation,  sickness, wars,  death 
and  all  the  other  crap  that 
plagues  living  creatures 
everywhere! 


But  god  or  no... there  was 
something  out  there! 

Some. . .  cosmic  consciousness. .  .or 
universal  force  that  lovingly  gave 
birth  and  bestowed  life  where 
there  was  only  a  vast,  lonely  void! 


And.it  was  a 
miracle!  A 
.  beautiful, -fuck'-i 
oing  miracle  to 
sit  there  and ! 

"  vVateh  it  all.  . 
happen! 


Christ!  I 
felt 

so  .  good,  so 
happy. ..so  at 
peace  with 
myself  and 
everything 
around  me! 

This  was 
Eden!  And 
there  were 
no  snakes 
anywhere 
out  to  spoil 
it  for  me! 


They  had  crept  up 
on  me  silently 
Or  maybe. ..maybe 
they  had  suddenly 
just  been  created 
out  of  nothing! 
Either  way,  god 
knows  how  long 
they’d  been  star¬ 
ing  at  me!  And 
when  1  returned 
their  gaze  they 
took  off  like 
frightened 
children! 


The  presence  pf 
other  men  in  my 
edenistic  haven 
was  only  the  first 
unpleasantry.  The 
second  was  an 
awesome  hunger, 
which,  like  the 
humanoids,  seem¬ 
ed  to  have  snuck 
up  on  me  without 
warning! 


I  knew  what  to  do  about  the  hunger! 
And  if  my  neighborhood  Neander¬ 
thals  proved  to  be  a  problem.  I'd 
know  what  to  do  about  them,  too! 


At  least,  I  didn’t 
think  there  were 
any  snakes... 


I  fashioned  a  crude  spear  out  of 
new-formed  stone  and  wood. ..and 

waited! 


...until  I  saw. ..the 
other  humanoids! 
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I  saw  her  differently 
then... my  naive 
young  Eve  who  had 
traded  her  innocence 
for  a  full  belly! 


I  waited  for 
the  cosmic 
consciousness 

to  create  my 


The  sin  was 
even  more 
repulsive  as 
the  girl  and  I 

gorged 

the  point  of 

ing  what  we 
couldn't 


1  wanted  her  then!  So 
I  took  her,  with  all 
k  the  savage 

™  roughness  I  knew 
she  craved!  And 
.  again  we  overindulg- 
ed..  . fucking  like 
{ft  rabid  dogs  until  we 
:  were  sore  and  drain 
ed  ...and  stank  of 
' .  each  other’s  sweat! 


It  seemed  like 


She  looked  like  a 
savage,  crouching 
over  the  beast's 
carved  carcass,  her 
lips  and  face  stained 
with  blood!  But 
somehow,  she 
looked  savagely 
sensuous! 


somehow, 
destroying 
innocent 
life... staining 
virgin  earth 
with  the  crim¬ 
son  hymen  of 


.  .and  while 
the  creature 
vas  still  being 

birthed  1 
slaughtered 

it. ..so  that  I 
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It  reminded  me  of  an  old  say¬ 
ing...  that  all  of  man’s  brains 
are  lodged  solely  in  his 
scrotum!  That’s  where  mine 
must  have  been  when  I  was 
butchering  life  even  as  it 
emerged  from  the  womb  of 
creation! 


hying  there,  in  Eden,  with  my 
whore.  ..I  felt  somehow... dir¬ 
ty!  The  gentle,  innocent  beau¬ 
ty  of  the  silently  unfolding 
universe  stretched  all  arouild 
us!  Yet,  in  the  process  of 
fulfilling  our  base  human 
needs. .  .1  had  ignored  that 
beauty... 


I  didn’t  think  that  others, 
mimicking  my  actions  would 
form  crude  weapons  and  try  to 

feed  on  living  flesh! 

■ /wr -'■  ■■ 


brought  the  serpent 
the  garden! 


Confused,  my  mind  whirled, 
wondering  what  else  these 
primitives  had  inadvertantly 
learned  from  my  actions! 


In  that 
moment 
of  mental 
anguish. 


Nor  did  I 
ever  dream 
k.  that  the 
%  hidden 

r  monsters 
of  the 
human 
temperment 
k  would 

I  wend  their 
Bl  way  into 
:  •  my  Eve’s 


vegetable!  X 

I  watched  \ 
dumbly  as 

snatched 

my  weapon 

hurled  )  1 

through 
the  heart 
of  a  man! 


she  had 
savored 

the  bit¬ 
tersweet 
taste  of 
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I  almost  rail,  tod,  as  the  pnce- 
gentle  girl. offered  fire  a  bite  of 
^  the  forbidden  fruit! 


I  knew  she  couldn't  understand  1 

my  revulsion!  Hei'  simple  mind 
took  it  as  rejection!  As  she  sulk¬ 
ed  away,  wounded  by  my  disap¬ 
proval.  I  felt,  somehow... sorry 
for  her!  With  all  my  heart  I 
wanted  to  reach  out  and  ease  her 
hurt... and  make  everything 
good  again! 


,  •  .What  came  niXxt 
■A  .  *was  too  horrible 
***for  words!  At  the  • 
i".  sight  of  it  the  ' 
k  '-.pthsi:  hpchandids 
WkJU.  fled!  • 


Even  as  the  thought  flickered 
through  my  brain,  my  body 
began  to  shimmer.  .  .  to  break 
apart  and  lose  substance! 


My  mind’  had  somehow  tapped 
into  its  power... giving  me  the 
god-like  ability  to  create  that 
which  I  willed  to  be! 
Jesus!  It  sounded  so 
simplistic!  Yet,  if  it  were 
true.  ..I  could  be  a  god!  I  could 
-  change  everything! 


But  there  was 
no  turning 
back!  Eden 
was  lost  to  my 
Eve  forever! 
And  I  was  the 
goddamned 
snake  that 
had  cheated 
her  of  it! 


At  first,!  didn't  khowrwhat  wh's 
happening!  But  then,  the  pillars  of 
understanding  rocked  my  simple 


The  edge  of  the  universe  with 
all  its  cosmic  power  was  fur¬ 
ther  from  me,  then!  As  I  indulg¬ 
ed  my  human  vices,  it  had  mov¬ 
ed  on  leaving  me  behind!  I  rac¬ 
ed  towards  it,  my  heart  pound¬ 
ing  wildly! 


The  energy  ..the  cosmic  force 
that  continued  to  unfold,  to 
reach  out  and  create  new  matter, 
as  it  had  since  time  began.  .  . had 
somehow  affected  my  mind! 


Guilt  suffocated  me!  I  hated 
myself  more  than  any  man  had 
a  right!  And  in  one  brief  mo¬ 
ment  of  madness... I  wished 
that  I  had  never  been  born! 
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As  I  again  reached  the  edge  of 
the  limitless  white  abyss.  I 
idealized  that  I  had  to  test  the 
power! 

A  fire!  What  could  be  easier! 

I  sat.  my  anxiety  growing! 
Cautiously .  1  willed  flames  to  ap-  ; 
pear  before  me! 

Sparks  leaped,  sputtered  and 
danced  in  the  air!  And  in 
seconds  I  sat,  ecstatic,  before  a 
small  bonfire  ,  produced  from 

JJFS  will  power  alone! 


Yeah!  That  was  the  key,  wasn’t 
it!?  X  had  fucked  it  all  up!  Royally! 
And  now  I  was  going  to  put 
everything  right  again!?  Me? 
One  of  the  most  fucked  up 
members  of  an  even  more  fucked 
up  humankind? 


God!  What  1 
couldn’-t  do 
with  the  power 
of  creation  at 
my  command! 
I  could  will 
Eden  back  to 
its  pure,  un¬ 
tainted  state!  I 
could  change 
my  Eve  back  to 
the  innocent 
creature  she 
had  been 
before 
I.  before  I  had 
screwed  up 
everything! 


And  in  a  typical  display  of  man  s 
self-centered,  egomaniaeal  ec¬ 
centricity  I  dared  to  compete 
with  God?! 


Christ!  What  the  hell 
ing? 


From  the  vast  nothingness  of; 
•  the.:  great  white  beyond,  I 
treated  a  starship,  piloted  by  aji; 
entire  crew.. 


anxious 


Yet  1  did 


1  had  no 
place  even 
being  here, 
let  alone 
play-acting 

supreme 

being! 


obligation 
to  right  my 
wrongs 
and  purify 
God’s  once 
untainted 
creations! 


with  one  ’ 
wish,  I  used  ■ 

■that. wish  ‘:’.  - 
as  wisely  .  - 
andjisspar- 
ingly-  as  my 
limited  iij- 
telhgenoc'  ^ 
would 
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It  was  only  right  that  I  leave  the 
Edenistic  fringes  of  creation!  I 
was  the  Satan  who  had  no 
business  being  there! 


And  even  though- 1  had  manag¬ 
ed  to  pervert  this  one  little  cor.-: 
•nerr  of  the  universe.  I  had  also 
somehow  managed  Ur  oped",  hh* ; 
■  owmyjhnd  eyes.'  .  n 


No  doubt  my  creations  would 
have  been  awed  shitless  that 
their  creator  would  summon 
them  to  save  him!  But  like  a  wise 
god,  I  gave  them  memories  of 
events  that  had  never  existed. 
They  resolutely  believed  that; 


Perhaps,  contrary  to  my  lifelong 
belief,  there  was  a  god,  after  all! 
Oh,  maybe  he  wasn’t  a  man  or  a 
tangible  organic  being  as 
such. ..but  a  creative  force,  eter¬ 
nally  spreading  life  where  there 
i  had  been  only  emptiness! 


m 
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THE  NEW  AGE  OF  ILLUSTRATED  EPIC 
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The  nation  had 
turned  to 
•undiluted, 
undulating  shit 
under  the 


Kennedy  fl 
'  dynasties.  |J| 

anyway,  so  why  '* 
not  just  give  the 

goddamned  y 


country  over  to  i  ■  <1 
the  pinkos.  ' 
slopes  and  oilers .  , '  ,  I 
people  reasoned!  **ll 
They  couldn't  do  ,»d| 
any  worse  run-  J/A 
ning  things!  And  ■  | 
with  a  little  luck,  j 
they  just  might  I 
do  something  I 
about  the.  ^}| 
burgeoning  I 


Puerto  Rican  J  » 

problem!  f  I 


When  that 
first 
meehaniz- 


drafted  for 
soldiering 

duty, 

troubles 

began! 


Decades  of  comfortable,  pacifistic  cowardice  had  taken 
their  toll!  And  Americans  just  didn't  seem  to  give  a  hoot  if 
their  country  was  overrun  by  gibbering  hordes  of  the 

Sino-Soviet  Muslim  Army  or  not! 


eties,  before  the  Petrolgrad  Invasion, 

,o  reenact  the  draft  for  the  umpteenth 
jvered  that  it  had  a  small  problem! 
ody  wanted  to  fight! 


basket-cas 

tagon  had 
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He’d  even  gotten  kind  of  us¬ 
ed  to  her  mindless  rambl- 
ings  and  the  irritating 
nickname  she’d  given 
him... “Scribbles!”  What  he 
didn’t  like  was  her  constant 
nasal  droning  when  he  was 
on  to  something!  Something 
like  this  mangled,  ir¬ 
reparable  war-rob  running 
on  freshly-charged  bat¬ 
teries! 


Of  course,  if  Carl  said 
anything  to  Amy  about 
ah  this,  she  wouldn’t 
understand  a  word  of 
what  he  was  saying!  But 
that  was  the  fate  he 
chose  when  he  hooked  up 
with  a  functionally- 
deranged  illiterate! 


As  he  watched  his  steaming  guts  fall  to  the  ground,  he 
seemed  genuinely  surprised  that  a  can  opener  could  open 
something  other  than  cans! 


i  of  surviving  in  the  ruins,  Amy  was  used  to  gro 
•chasers!  She  whipped  out  the  big  industrial 
ried  for  beating  up  on  defenseless  robots. .  .and  1 
open  the  nearest  gropie! 


In  this  case  the  leader  was  wimpy-looking  mini-Rican. 
I  with  a  big  knife  which  tried  desperately  to  compensate 
for  his  .singular  pair  of  shrunken  balls! 


ugh,  wasn’t  the  only  vet!  Carl  h 
the  importance  of  singling  ou 
i... usually  weak-kneed  cowai 
shitless,  watched! 


little  Julio  was  getting  his  courage!  f 
d  gropie  knew  that  if  you’ve  got  a  gu 
t  in  the  first  second  a  scrap  develop! 
y  because  you’re  out  of  ammunition! 


same  gun,  empty  i 
your  opponent’s  ea 
every  murderoi 
it’s  ever  let  fly! 


thunderl 


Now,  yoi 
little  mothe: 


Carl  never  found  it  particularly 
ficult  dealing  with  gropers. .  .especii 
with  Amy  at  his  side!  The  hard  j 
was  keeping  the  overly-excitable 
from  making  hamburger  out 
everyone  the  moment  there  was 
least  little  bit  of  trouble! 


The  robo-tank  was  a  Patton  Mark  IV  Series  A 
Man-masher!  And  the  minute  Amy  rushed  it, 
she  was  as  good  as  out  cold!  Despite  its  ominous 
name  and  appearance,  Carl  knew,  they  built 
those  babies  to  be  accurate... not  deadly!  And  he 
should  know!  He  helped  design  them! 


rl,  dually 


...wen,  «.».  mignt  just 
take  it  upon  himself  to  fire 
the  birds  and  start  a  whole 
new  round  of  fighting  with 
whoever  the  hell  was  still 
out  there! 
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I  mmm 


And  a 
little  P.R. 
spread  as 

thickly 


possible 


hurt 

anything! 
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complete 


BY  FRANK  THORNE 


Quiet,  little  one. 
m  Ghita!  I  have  bi 
ed  away  my  soul  ’ 


It  makes 

ball  lightning  of  my 
breasts  and  heats  my 
cleft  to  pulsing  like  the 
throat  of  an  alchemist’s 


In  battle  it  is  the 
silver  cock  of  doom!  Each  time 
I  swing  its  length  against  my 
foe  I  reach  a  climax  no  fleshly 


Khan-Dagon!  His  stinkii 
corpse  gifted  me  with 
the  skills  of  a  master 


Author  and  IUustrator:FRANK  THORNE 


Three  rogues  rule  this  ancient  empire  that  flourished  before  the  most  anti¬ 
que  dominions.  The  royal  palace  at  golden  Alizarr,  Capital  of  the  kingdom,  is 
host  to  three  of  the  strangest  sovereigns  since  the  sons  of  Ziganna  ruled  in  the 
second  dynasty.  Zakk,  Zamirr  and  Zehebb  were  Siamese  triplets  that  fate  had 
chosen  to  join  at  the  buttocks.  Now  fate  has  placed  Ghita  the  harlot,  Thenef 
the  sham  wizard,  and  Dahib  the  dung-carrier  of  Zephyran  upon  the  throne! 
This  trio  is  also  joined!  Not  by  flesh  but  by  a  surer  bond.. .that  of  comradeship 
in  battle!  The  three  have  led  an  outcast  army  of  Half  trolls  in  putting  to  route 
the  Trollian  lizardmen  that  occupied  fair  Alizarr. 


The  remnants  of  the  defeated  Troll  armies  have  retreated  to  the  northern  provinces.  Peace  has  brought  a  time  of 
rebuilding  to  Alizarr.  The  damage  wrought  by  warfare  is  mended.  Man  and  Halftroll  live  as  equals  within  its  walls. 
Ualftrolls,  once  a  breed  of  slaves  under  Trollish  masters  have  long-fought  valiantly  to  win  a  homeland  and  freedom 
from  servitude!  . 


Daily  the  affairs  of  state  are  brought  to  the  throne.  Chancellors  and  generals  and  all  the  solemn  minions  of 
power  lay  their  burdens  before  the  three  vagabonds  that  share  the  crown.  If  royal  robes  seem  ill-fitting  upon  the 
rowdy  trio,  the  responsibilites  of  office  are  even  more  of  a  cumbersome  load.  And  the  mantle  of  government  is 
beginning  to  chafe! 
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Thenef  squeezes  another. shot  of  ginmead  from  his  flask  as  the  morning's  supply  of 
royal  concern  is  laid  before  the  unlikely  trio.  Ghita,  half  awake,  struggles  to  overcome 
the  effects  of  an  evening  of  merrymaking!  Earnest  Dahib  eagerly  accepts  his  role  and 
dispenses  sovereign  wisdom  with  humility  and  sound  judgement! 


:  wise!”  Dahib  smiles  keenly  and  continues.  “But  so  is  a  crow  wise!  We  Halftrolls  have  lived  all  our 
it  as  shrewdly.  Our  wisdom  is  simple,  not  of  princely  weave.  But  neither  is  it  too  simple  to  see  favor 
being  bought  with  a  burthen  of  gold  ingots!” 


f  Thenef  watches  Ghita’s  golden  hair  billow  in  the  breeze.  He  marvels  at  her  free  spirit  and 
wonders  at  the  whimsical  bond  that  has  kept  them  together!  He  has  been  with  her  since  her 
girlhood,  and  has  yet  to  resolve  his  true  feelings  toward  the  woman. 
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II  The  trio  romps  into  the  royal  chambers.  “We’ll  take  the  best  mounts  in  the  stable  and  ride  south, ’’Ghita  chirps  as  she  does  a 

tipsy  pirouette  on  the  deep  carpet.  “Our  old  troupe  of  players  is  sure  to  be  travelling  on  the  Urdian  road!”  1 
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In  the  shade  of  a  high  noon  sun  the  three  knaves  pass  the  sotweed  pipe! 


“After  a  morning  of  rehearsal  for  the  show  in  Nobeth's 
pleasure  dome,  Thenef  and  I  joined  the  crowds  in  the  cen¬ 
tral  bazaar!’’ 


“The  streets  of  Urd  were  jammed  with  wealthy  mer¬ 
chants,  in  for  trading,  and  the  fertility  festivals  of  the 
spring  moon!" 


>ne,  you  would  have 
lid  of  sixteen  when  you 
:  last  at  dusty  Urd! 


Thenef  was  still  well  on  the 
bright  side  of  forty 


was  playing  by 

royal  command! 


Since 

the  dethroning  of 

Queen  Nobeth,  all 


Kolya  the  seaman  glanced  at  Ghita  and  roared  with  laughter!  “You’d  best  be  more  adept  at  taking  cocks  than  coins,'’ 
he  growled!  The  bear-like  sailor  whispered  to  Thenef  as  he  loosened  his  grip  on  the  girl’s  wrist."  I  be  in  Urd  at  the  bid¬ 
ding  of  my  captain.  Our  ship  lays  off  the  coast  of  Ohmzorr.  I'll  pass  on  little  teat’s  wet-notch  if  you’ll  do  a  bit  of  thievery 
in  my  employ.  ’  ’  Kolya  gestured  toward  a  nearby  mug-house!  “Come,  ’  ’  He  grunted!  “We’ll  want  to  chin  over  a  piggin  of 
ginmead  at  a  table  in  yonder  inn!” 


spittoon!  It  is  a 
holy  chalice. 

stolen  long  ago 
from  the  temple 
of  Neptor,  the 


the  royal  chambers 
are  scrutinized  by 
Rahmuz,  the  court 


t  Urdian  pleasure  dome  with  a  | 
!  and  magic.  Queen  Nobeth  appl 


Dlden  glow.  The  traveling  players  spin  into  the 
uds  wildly  and  booms  her  approval  of  the  show. 


Nobeth  glances  at  Runthar  and  notices  the  rare  attitude  of  interest,  she  whispers  to  a  courtier.  “See!  Runt  is  hyp¬ 
notized  by  the  body  of  that  dancing  girl.  Perhaps  the  chamberlain’s  fear  about  the  boy  is  unfounded.  I’d  say  he’s  a 
late  bloomer  sorely  in  need  of  a  good  tum-bump!”  The  courtier  carefully  chooses  his  words.  “Such  interests  should 
be  encouraged... to  save  the  throne  from  the  abuse  of.. .unmanly  rumor!" 
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Ghita  gyrates  before  the  young  king  a 

s  the  beat  of  the  oodina  quickens! 

41 


Thenef  speaks  softly  to  Ghita  as  they  are  escorted  to  the  royal  suite.  “We’ll  get  them  filled  with  drink!  Keep  Run- 
thar  amused,  and  I’ll  manage  to  get  under  Nobeth’s  bed,  if  not  on  it! 


Forgive  a  lowborn 
conjuror  who  pre¬ 
sumes  to  address 
the  fairest  queen 
in  the  empire. 


[  cannot  but  speak 
and  dedicate  my 
poor  magic  to  so 
lustrous  a 
sovereign! 


twitch 
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The  crown  bedrooms  are  equal  in  size  and  separated  by  a  wall  of  carved ; 

be  emptied  of  servants  as  she  guides  Thenef  into  her  boudoir!  Ghita,  i 
, _ . _  ;  chamber! 


mahogany! 

meanwhile, 


Nobeth  bids  the  rooms 
,  joins  Runthar  in  his 


Everyone  calls 
me  that!  1  << 
To  call  me  a 
king  is  as  much 
mockery  as  calling 
me  a  whole  person 
for  the  lack  of 
a  cursed  leg! 


Clown  shows 
know  of.  It- is  n 


h’s  wooing  is  spared  the  awkwardness  of  youth!  Thenef ,  made  mighty  with  a  glut  of 
ad,  is  heroic  in  his  romancing  of  the  lascivious  queen!  Still,  while  he  hefts  his  portly  in¬ 
amorata,  his  aim  is  more  to  what  is  hid  under  the  bed  than  the  sport  upon  it! 


Assured  that  the  golden  spittoon  is  indeed  under  the  bed,  Thenef  mounts  the  portly  queen!  Now  he  must  devise  a  plan  to 
make  off  with  the  vessel!  As  the  veteran  lover  pounds  his  mountainous  mate,  the  novice  king  nervously  joins  Ghita  upon  the 
bed  in  the  adjoining  room.  There  are  long  moments  of  awkward  silence! 


Runthar  watches  with  fascination  as  Ghita  gently  kisses  his  stubbed  leg!  She  strokes  Uie  stump  and  whispers  “As  with  you 
part  of  me  was  tom  away.  During  the  plague  year  eveiything  seemed  sundered!  My  family.  My  maidenhood.  gone'Yet  Istili 
think  of  myself  as  whole!  Our  spirits  alone  are  of  a  piece!” 


Thus,  King  Runthar  heeds  the  primal  summons  of  female  love.  The  transition  is  not  unnoted  by  destiny  or  unnoticed  by  the 
piercing  eye  of  a  hidden  observer! 


Rahmuz,  supreme  wizard  of  Urd,  peers  into  Runthar’s  room  from  a  cubicle  adjoining  the  royal 
chambers.  “It  be  the  first  time  I've  seen  Runthar  with  a  girl!  She  is  more  adept  than  a  grown 
wench  at  lovemaking!  See  for  yourself,  Dakini!  Even  with  your  four  paps  I  doubt  if  you  could 
please  him  as  well  as  this  girl!”  The  multi-breasted  woman  glances  through  the  peephole.  “A 
gazelle!”  She  whispers.  “She  moves  like  a  wanton  doe!” 


,  succession  of  blubbery 


As  Rahmuz  fondles  Dakini’s  quartet  of  shiny  breasts,  Thenef  pounds  Nobeth  to  u  - r 

climaxes!  In  trying  to  urge  the  spittoon  from  under  the  bed,  the  mage,  of  a  sudden,  jams  his  foot  into  the  holy 
vessel  of  Neptor! 


She  is  called  Ghita! 
She  danced  with  the 
minstrels  that  enter- 
tainted  Runt  and  the 
fat  pig  this  night! 


to  be  without 

unique 

endowments! 


wearing  the  spittoon  like  an  ungainly  siege  boot!  With 
changes  position  with  the  feckless  wizard. 


sweaty  heave,  Nobeth 


Undaunted,  Thenef  pumps 


major-Domo’; 


?les  to  detach  the  cuspidor!  “Not  since  the  mastiff  peed 
it,  have  I  laughed  this  much!” 


keep  the  spittoon 
as  a  souvenir  of  a 
regal  night  of 

tum-bumping! 


But,  as  Thenef  and  Ghita  ended  the  tale,  Dahib  gleefully  pressed  them  for  more  details. 


Further  down  the  dusty  road  that  winds  toward  Urd,  the  trio  sight  a  line  of  tents  near  the  walled 
city  of  Baalzarra! 


She  spoke 
bedding  wit 


It  would  be 
Runthar!  He 
had  tasted  of 
my  glorious 
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be  continued! 

STAR  WARS  ELECTRONIC  BAT 
TLE  COMMAND  An  exciting 
new  intergalactic  electronic 
combat  game  which  allows  you 
to  simulate  the  battle  actions 
from  Star  Wars.  From  the  simple 
to  the  complex,  from  one  to 
three  players,  this  new  elec¬ 
tronic  game  allows  for  any  level 
of  play!  Simulate  interstellar 
dogfights,  simulate  all  the 
elements  of  hyperspace  action 
such  as  the  landing  on  Magna, 
being  trapped  in  a  black  hole 
and  having  your  force  units 
drained.  Then  contend  with  the 
hidden  wrinkles  of  hyperspace 
that  can  bounce  you  into  other 
sectors  of  the  universe!  For 
hours  of  combat  thrills  play 
against  your  friends  or  the 
machine  itself!  Uses  6  AA  bat¬ 
teries  or  a  special  adapter  not  in¬ 
cluded!  #26197/$49.95 


ELECTRONIC  GAAJE  COMPUTER  AND 
RADIO  CONTROLLED  SAND  CRAWLER 


RADIO  CONTROLLED  JAWAS  SAND  CRAWLER  A  genuine  working  replica  of  the  giant  tahk-llke  sand  crawler 
the  mysterious  Jawas  use  to  navigate  Tatooine’s  deserts  and  seas.  This  16"  long  behemoth  on  wheels  Is  con¬ 
trolled  by  a  two  channel  wireless  radio  that  can  operate  as  far  away  as  20  feet!  The  three  working  tread-like 
wheels  permit  the  sand  crawler  to  move  in  almost  any  direction.  The  roof  hatch  opens  to  reveal  a  detailed  control 
room  with  enough  footpegs  for  several  Jawas.  A  large  side  panel  opens  to  become  a  step  ramp  into  the  interior 
of  the  moving  fortress  with  plenty  of  room  inside  for  the  transporting  of  any  Star  Wars  action  figure.  On  the 
under  carriage  of  the  crawler  is  a  manual  elevator  for  lifting  salvaged  droids  into  the  interior!  Use  your  sand 
crawler,  molded  in  highly  detailed  and  durable  brown  plastic,  to  escape  the  ravening  hordes  of  Stormtroopers 
after  R2-D2’s  secret  message!  Help  Luke  and  Leia  and  Chewie  and  Han  and  all  the  other  Star  Wars  action  figure 
gang  escape  death!  2  nine  volt  batteries  and  2  “D”  batteries  not  included!  #26196/$49.95 

To  order  any  of  these  items,  please  see  last  page  of  this  magazine  for  49 


convenient  RUSH  ORDER  FORM. 


2  Terrifying  New  Paperbacks! 

Invasion  of  the 
Body  Snatchers! 


FOTONOVEL 


THE  EMPIRE  STRIKES  BACK  PORTFOLIO  OF  PAINTINGS:  An  incredible 
collection  of  full  color  Ralph  McOuarrie  paintings  that  capture  the  full 
power  intensity  and  sweep  of  the  year’s  best  movie!  There  are  24  beauti- 


power  intensity  and  sweep  of  the  year’s  best 
ful9V*  "x  21 "  color  plates  on  quality  glossy  stock! 


#21220/56. 


The  boxing  ring.  For  centuries  it  has  been  the  stage  upon  which  the  great¬ 
est  spectacle  of  the  sports  world  has  been  played  out.  Flesh  and  blood 
titans  have  battled  here  to  pit  their  skills,  their  strengths,  their  instincts 
against  one  another.  And  now,  challenging  those  biological  ironmen,  a 
man-made  man  of  iron  rises  from  the  melting  pot  of  obscurity  .  .  .  to  test 
the  mettle  of  man  versus  machine.  .  .  ! 


r  You  ain’t  ^ 

let  nobody  down,  kid!  You 
fought  a  good  fight.  A  real 
s.  good  fight.  .  .  !  . 


r  *Clik*  I-I’m  ^ 
*clik*  s-sorry,  Duke. 
*Clik*  I-I*Clik*  let  you 
^*olik*  d-down.  .  .  !  s 


Dammit,  Duke! 

The  kids  gonna  be  laid  up  for 
six  months  after  this 


*Clik*  Th-then  ~ 
*clik*  why  did  I  *clik* 
lose,  Duke?  W-why 
*clik*  did  I 
k.  lose  *clik*? 


What  your  machine  needs  ~ 

/  is  the  killin’  instinct.  Without  it 
he  can’t  win.  He  might  have  your  knowledge, 
but  he  ain’t  got  the  fancy  steel  bones 
that  the  hybrids  do.  And  without  them 
k  he’s  never  gonna  last  more’n 

five  minutes  in 


I  know  y'  hate  the  hybrids. 

They  chased  guys  like  you  .  .  .  the  real  ^ 
fighters  out  of  the  ring!  If  not  for  them,  you 
could  have  been  number  one!  Your  tin  boy  here 
could  even  have  been  number  one!  But  the 
k  way  things  are  now,  Duke,  Rusty  ain’t  a 
nothin  but  a  pile  of  junk. 


Don’t  bet  ^ 
an  it,  asshole! 

3day  .  .  .  Kid  Rust 
is  gonna  be 


r  Oh,  it’s  ^ 
you.  Weasel.  What 
th’  hell  do 

.  you  want?  4 


Hey!  Don’t  ^ 
be  so  hostile, 
Duke-o!  I  seen  yer 
tinker-toy  git  tore 
k.  up  t’night.  a 


Thought 
I’d  convey  my 
pathies.  An’,  uh  .  .  . 
be  make  a  business 
proposition  as 
well! 


Yeah.  Sure. 
I’ll  see  you  u 
the  momin’, 
.  Danny. 


Shit! 
Who  is 
it? 


Y’know  .  .  . 

S  with  a  couple’a  ^ 
wins,  yer  ’bot  could  git 
some  good  bouts.  Hell! 
The  odds  would  mpve  over 
t’  his  side.  I  wouldn’t 
even  be  surprised  if’n  he 
.  got  a  shot  at  the  title  . 
by  year’s  end.  a m 


/'^VVhat  kind  of  N. 
business  you  got.  ' 
Weasel?  Your 
momma  hustlin’ 
on  the  streets  again?  | 
Sorry,  old  ladies  turn  1 
me  off!  ’Sides  .  .  .  you 
probably  gave  her  a 
nT  dose  last  night! '  f 


Look,  Duke-o!^® 
I  kin  arrange  for  ^ 
yer  machine  t’  win. 
An’  win  impressively! 

Once  he  goes  to  th’  | 
title  bout,  th’  rubes’ll 
pluck  down  their 
bucks  on  him, 


That  ain’t 
even  funny, 
Duke-o!  ' 


r  Fuck  off,  ~ 

Weasel.  I 
don’t  want  to 


You  could  earn 
a  pretty  penny  yerself , 
Duke-o.  Whatta  y’say? 


whispering  from 
the  darkness.  .  .  ! 


hangin’  ’round  here  any 
'  longer,  Duke.  I’m  gonna  need  some 
parts  for  Rusty  ’fore  I  can  do 
any  work  on  him.  An’  the  stores 
>n’t  be  open  ’til 


Tell  you 

Y  what,  though  .  .  .  ^ 

r  it’d  save  some  time  if  ' 
you  could  pick  these  parts 
up,  Duke.  The  shop  said 
i  it’d  be  tomorrow  momin’  j 
’fore  they  could  A 
Wip  deliver  ’em. 


^^^^Rusty  wasn’t 
V  as  busted  up  as 

we  thought,  m’  man!  Couj 
more  days  of  work  an’  he’ll 
k  ready  for  that  upcomin’ 
Jersey  fight!  - 


^^^That’s  the^^^B 

'  creep,  gunner!  ~ 
Nail  his  ass  for  me!  I 
want  that  cocksucker 
taken  out! 


No  sweat, 
Danny.  I’ll 
be  back  in 
a  flash.  . 


^  I  *elik* 
feel  real  good, 
,  Duke. 


Meanwhile,  outside  m  evening  s  merg¬ 
ing  shadows,  an  angry  little  man,  with 
the  darting  eyes  of  a  Weasel,  impa¬ 
tiently  waits  for  the  unsuspecting 
Duke.  With  him,  sits  a  hired  under¬ 
world  trig  german! 


“But  Rico’s  up  again  .  .  .  and  the 
kid  is  showin’  him  that  that  left 
cross  was  no  mere  fluke.” 


“A  left!  A  right!  Another  left.  Ladies 
and  gentlemen,  you  gotta  be  here  to  be¬ 
lieve  it.  The  little  tin  man  that  every¬ 
body  has  beaten,  is  givin’  the  Brown 
Bruiser  the  heatin’  of  his  life!  The  odds- 
makefs’ve  gotta  be  creamin’  in  their 
jeans!" 


When  Duke 
found  out  he  was 
dyin’  he  made  the  Doc  agree 
to  transplant  his  brain  inta  Rusty’s 
noodle.  Since  Duke’s  goose 
,s  cooked  anyway,  the 
Doc  went  along 
with  it. 


It  was  Project  Cyclops,  that  awesome  array  of  radar  dishes  aimed  at  the 
stars,  that  finally  received  the  first,  genuine,  authenticated  message 
from  intelligent  life  beyond  our  planet. 

The  message  arrived  in  the  form  of  mathematical  dots  and  dashes. 
When  decoded  by  NASA  scientists,  it  proved,  happily,  to  be  a  friendly 


The  message  looked  like  this.  Translated  by 
computer,  it  said:  “Greetings  to  your  world!  We, 
your  comrades  of  The  Universal  Table,  invite 
your  participation  at  The  Big  Cerebration,  a  con¬ 
gregation  of  peaceful  collaboration  of  all  worlds, 
meeting  in  the  Centauri  System!” 


It  continued:  “Please  send  your  foremost 
representative  at  once  to  establish  diplomatic 
ties  and  exchange  ideas!  The  Universal  Table 
guarantees  your  representative’s  safety  and 
transportation  needs!  Looking  forward  to  our 
meeting!  Warmest  regards,  T.U.T.” 


'he  greatest  scientists  from  the  world  over,  gathered  to  discuss  the 
lessage!  They  all  agreed  it  was  genuine,  and  all  of  them  were  very  excited 
t  the  prospect  of  being  the  one  chosen  to  represent  Earth  at  The  Big 

_ Cerebration! 


The  “foremost  representative”  The  Universal 
Table  requested,  was  “Ace”  Greenspan,  third- 
string  quarterback  for  the  Detroit  Lions!  They 
asked  for  him  by  name  and  jersey  number,  so 
there  couldn’t  be  any  mistake! 


Ii?E 


liRiBfiMlON 


High  above  the  Earth,  the  shuttle  detached  from  the  Saturn  booster, 
and  easily  found  its  orbit!  The  shuttle  was  fully  automatic!  No  crew 
other  than  Ace  was  aboard! 

Then  suddenly,  from  out  of  the  blackness,  a  Jrj 
beam  of  intense  light  struck  the  shuttle!  This  MM 
was  a  zeta  beam  from  Alpha  Centauri,  taking  jam  / 


control  of  the  ship! 


Ace  had  been 
instructed  not 
to  interfere  with  this  pro¬ 
cess,  and  Ace  did  as  he  was 
told,  occupying  himself  by 
looking  out  the  window! 


Across  the  cosmos  the  shuttle  soared,  much,  much  faster  than  the 
speed  of  light.  The  trip  to  Alpha  Centauri,  a  journey  of  over  two  hundred 
and  fifty  trillion  miles,  would  be  accomplished  in  a  mere  handful  of 
hours! 

As  the  ship  zipped  through 
hyperspace,  Ace  kept  liis  nose 
pressed  against  the  window. 
Mm  entranced  by  the  dizzying 

K  llfllfl  spectacle  outside!  It  was 

^ ifie  MEji ■  almost  as  if  a  spiritual 

tlBm  awakening  was  welling  up  in-’ 
s^e  him! 


Then  he  threw 
up... and  realized  he  was  just 


getting  sick! 


Six  hours  later,  Ace 
arrived  at  his 
destination:  a  ranch- 
house  located  on 
the  largest  moon  in 
the  Alpha-Centauri 
system.  He  was 
greeted  by  several 
peculiar-looking,  but 
jovial  creatures. 
They  were  wearing 
cutoffs  and  string 
bikinis  and  tennis 
shoes.  A  lot  of  them 
wore  nothing  at  all! 


As  Ace  moved 
through  the  cro 
outside  toward  1 
house  itself,  he 


creatures  lazing  by 
the  pool,  tossing 
frisbees,  drinking 
beer  from  kegs,  and 
making  out  in  full 
view  of  everyone! 

A  horrible  thought 
occurred  to  Ace!  Had 
he  come  to  the  wrong 
place?  He  asked  a 
couple  of  alien-types, 
dressed  in  tennis- 


Illeina.  Ace  is  i 
football  playei 


famous 

Illeina, 


Sure  it  was  dishonest!  But  they  didn’t  know  that  Ace 
didn’t  invent  disco!  And  it  would  be  years  before  the 
television  version  of  “Saturday  Night  Fever"  ever 
made  it  to  Alpha  Centauri! 


i  suppose  you  wouldn’t 
have  done  the  same 
thing  in  Ace's  place? 
Noooo,  of  course  not! 


what’s  the  differei 
sensational  run!  Y 


C’mon,  Ace!  We  invited  yot 
‘cause  we  figured  you  were 
regular  guy!  If  we  wanted  a  v 
blanket  we’d  have  invited  s 

scientist,  or  a  mathematicia 
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Full  Color 
Horror  Classic, 
GIANT  Paperbacks 


DRACU  LA  A  96-page  abridged 
version  of  Bram  Stoker’s  clas¬ 
sic  horror  novel,  profusely  il¬ 
lustrated  in  full  color  by  Tom 
Barling  in  a  large  7Vi"x10" 
format.  Tells  of  Dracula’s  rise 
and  fall  to  Conrad  Van  Hels- 
ing.  #21374/$3.95 


FRANKENSTEIN  Big7Vi"x 
10"  softcover  abridged  ver¬ 
sion  of  Mary  Shelley’s  classic 
horror  novel  of  a  man  and  his 
monstrous  creation.  96  pages 
of  text  and  full-color  illustra¬ 
tions  by  British  artist  Tom 
Barling.  #21375/$3.95 


SUBSCRIBE 

TODAY! 

1994:  Sizzling  with  cover 
to  cover  sex,  sin  and  sen¬ 
suality!  It’s  the  world’s 
most  provocative  adult 
comic  entertainment!! 


1994  U  6  issues . $10.00  □  12  issues . $19.00 

Please  add  $4.00  to  all  non-U.S.  subscriptions 
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WORLD  FAMOUS  SPACESHIPS 

MODEL  KITS 

SPACESHIPS  WITH  DISPLAY  BASES  &  DECALS 


1st 
LUNAR 
LANDING 

The  historic  first  lunar  landing  of  Aldrin, 
Collins  and  Armstrong  is  reproduced  at 
1/48th  scale  to  the  actual  landing!  The 
easy  to  assemble  kit  includes  two  as¬ 
tronauts,  the  flag,  photographic  and  sci¬ 
entific  equipment  plus  a  display  base 
crafted  to  look  like  the  lunar  surface 
with  craters,  rocks  and  footprints.  A 
collector’s  must!  #24236/56.50 


•it*! 

THE  BATTLESTAR 
GALACTICA 


The  Battlestar  Galactica,  the  flag  ship  of  the  fleet, 
the  last  flying  fortress  of  mankind  fleeing  the 
Cylon  tyranny,  is  reproduced  in  minute  &  loving 
detail  in  this  gigantic  21V4”  model.  This 
easy  to  assemble  kit  comes  with  a  dis¬ 
play  base  and  decals.  This  Battle- 
star  is  the  computer  crafted 
creation  of  John  Dykstra  of 
Star  Wars  fame!  A  super 
addition  to  any  as¬ 
tronaut’s  collec¬ 
tion!  #24235/ 
$7.95 


GALACTO  i  1 

ICYLOIM  RAIDERS  AIMD  COLONIAL  VIPERS  | 
They’re  Out:  of  this  World 
Easy  to  Assemble 


CYLON  RAIDER 

i  raider  model  kit  from  the  A.B.C.  hit  series  Battlestar  Galac- 
This  easy  to  assemble  model  kit  comes  with  display  base,  d 


.rought  home  to  you  in  these  dazztingly  detailed  kits!  Now 
adventures  of  Adama,  Starbuck  and  all  the  rest  as  they  fend 
off  the  Cylon’s  in  manta  like  spaceship.  PARENTAL 
SUPERVISION  REQUIRED #24210/54.50 


COLONIAL 
VIPER 


Viper  Sting  Ship  from  the  Colonial  Fleet  of  the  B; 


_ _ _  _ .jaling  dreadnought!  Sleek, flee! 

e  weapons  that  super  science  can  think  of,  the  Viper  Sting  ship 

,  _ „„  ...w  _ s  flee  the  destruction  of  their  home  planets  and  the  dreaded  Cylc 

yoiir  own  action  packed  adventures  with  these  models!  PARENTAL  SUPERVISION  REQUIRED 


For  ExciiiNq  acIventures  From  tIie  disco 
to  tNe  outer  liiviiTs  oF  space! 


WARRIOR’S  BATTLE  JACKET:  Super  deluxe  space  jacket  of 
some  of  your  favorite  T.V.  characters  in  a  ruggedly  con¬ 
structed  light  olive  brown  denim.  Its  unique  styling  and  its 
100%  cotton  denim  durability  make  this  the  perfect  family 
jacket  for  anywhere  wear.  Whether  it’s  from  the  baseball 
game  to  the  disco,  or  from  the  backyard  to  your  own  space 
fantasy,  this  jacket  will  get  you  there  warmly  and  in  style! 
Machine  washable  and  dryable,  comes  with  special  patch, 
emblem,  2  insignia  pins,  care  and  handling  information  and 
four  unique  clasps  (3  on  sizes  4-6X)  to  complement  that  uni¬ 
que  look  of  your  favorite  television  heroes! 

A.  Children’s  sizes  4,5,6  and  6X  _  #261 99/S24.95 

B.  Children’s  sizes  7,8,10,12  and  14 _ #26200 A/$29. 95 

Children’s  sizes  16,18,  and  20 _ #26200 B/S34.95 

C.  Women’s  sizes  small,  medium  and  large  _#26201/$34.95 

D.  Men's  sizes  small,  medium,  large  and 

■  ■  .#26202/539.95 


pack  the  perfect  way  to  stow 
you  gear!  13"  long  &  10"  in  diameter, 
this  spacious  pack  is  decorated  with  a  gold  stitched  Warrior’s 
Battle  Emblem  &  brass  colored  fastener.  A  33"  long  strap  al¬ 
lows  you  to  wear  it  off  shoulder  or  as  back  pack!  #26266/$1 1 .95 


extra  large 


To  order  any  of  these  items,  please  see  last 
convenient  RUSH  ORDER 
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